﻿"Well, Moxie, these are some very impressive scores, all things considered. Combined with your rather generous scholarships being enough to cover your tuition, your enrollment is guaranteed. There's just the small matter of paying for your student housing." Moxie sneered as she remembered the condescending dean of admissions and the way he eyed her chest.


Of course, he was far from the only one giving her odd looks. Her orange fur made her stand out here in the quad. The only red fox currently attending Mnemosyne University, she was an anomaly. Even dressed modestly in a baggy sweater and long skirt she got a few looks at her full chest. Otherwise, the looks were often pitying, like she was lost. Moxie couldn't decide which made her more uncomfortable.


Still, in a way she was feeling lost. She needed a way to cover her housing needs while going to the university. She let out an audible sigh and placed her head in her hands as she looked out over the quad and her many new classmates. She wondered how many of them had similar problems. She was broken from her reverie as somebody sat down next to her on the bench.


"Hi there, my name's Jackie!" The coyote grinned and offered a paw. Her brown fur was wrapped in a leather jacket, tank top, and very tight jeans.


"Erm . . . Yes, hello. My name's Moxie." Moxie offered her paw in return, shaking with the smiling coyote.


"Sorry to bother you, but you were looking pretty down. You alright?" Jackie smiled, it was perhaps a touch condescending still but far less than the tone Moxie had experienced from so many others here so far. Perhaps that was what pushed her to open up to this stranger.


"I'm . . . not sure what I'm going to do about housing. My scholarships won't cover it. I've got a free ride to go to college, but unless I figure something out I'm going to be homeless while doing it." Moxie sighed, blushing a bit at admitting her problem.


"Ouch, that's rough. I'd be happy to help, y'know. I've got an apartment you could crash at till you've got a place. I'm sure a clever girl like you will be able to figure something out quick. You got a job lined up?" Jackie continued to smile, less condescendingly it seemed to Moxie.


"Oh, um . . . thank you! I'll think about that um . . . no, I haven't. I don't know what I'm going to do there." Moxie fidgetted a bit contemplating that. It could be hard to be taken seriously as a fox in this world. In turn, that could make it hard to get a job.


"How old are you?" Jackie raised a brow, looking at her seriously for a moment.


"Twenty, why?" Moxie's brow furrowed.


"Well, if you're up for it, I can probably get you hooked up with a good gig." Jackie pulled out a business card and handed it to Moxie. 'The Fox Glove, exotic dancing.' Moxie grimaced just a touch.


"I'll uh . . . I'll think about it." Moxie blushed and stood up quickly, rushing away from the smiling coyote.


A week passed. A week of crashing on a different couch every night. A week of getting eight different sexual propositions from people she stayed with. A week of four different job rejections from fast food places. Moxie found herself on an unfamiliar street in the early morning, staring up at a nice apartment complex. She looked down at the card in her hand, flipping it over to check the phone number and address written on the back. She should've called ahead of time, but she worried she'd lose her nerve. Instead, she hefted up her large bag and walked up to the door to hit the call button.


"M'yah? Hello? Who is this?" Jackie's voice came out muffled on the speaker.


"Um . . . . M-Moxie." She took a deep breath.


"Moxie? Oh, right, from the college! Come on up, hun!" The door buzzed open and Moxie stepped in.


Moxie fidgetted with her bag the whole way up the elevator. She marched down the hall, bag in tow until she reached the appropriate apartment. She hesitated just a moment before finally knocking. Jackie opened the door dressed in nothing more than a small fluffy red bathrobe. Moxie blushed brightly but Jackie just smiled.


"Come on in, sorry you caught me right after my morning shower. Have you had breakfast?" Jackie welcomed Moxie in, taking a step back for the timid vixen to slowly slip in carrying her hefty bag.


"Thank you. No, no I haven't." Moxie kept her eyes averted from the barely clothed coyote. Instead, she looked around the apartment. It was nicer than she expected! A large flat-screen TV, a decent couch, a small table, and some chairs for a 'dining room' near a sizeable window. There was also a decent kitchen and Moxie could see into the bathroom still hazy with steam from a large walk-in shower. There was one other door that was closed, probably the bedroom.


"Eggs and bacon okay?" Jackie started towards the kitchen.


"Y-you don't have to . . . ." Moxie looked down.


"Oh, don't be silly. I wouldn't have offered to help you out if I wasn't willing to help out. So, breakfast?" Jackie's smile was surprisingly warm.


"Yes, please." Moxie felt her cheek, noticing her own blush.


"Cool. You can put your bag down wherever, and there should still be some hot water if you want a shower first." Jackie nodded towards the bathroom as she pulled out a large pan from a nearby cabinet.


"Thank you . . . ." Moxie couldn't think of what else to say. She watched Jackie for a moment then pulled out some clean clothes from her bag and quietly slipped into the bathroom.


Moxie sighed as she slipped out of her clothes in the solitude of the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. It was no wonder why she kept getting propositioned. Full breasts, nice hips, and not to mention she was a fox. Everyone knew foxes were sluts, right? She glared at her reflection a moment. Maybe it was true. Why else would she be here? She stepped into the shower and scrubbed herself until she almost felt clean, and the water started to turn cold. She did her best to dry off before she slipped into her clothes in the bathroom; a baggy sweatshirt and a long skirt, now slightly damp as she dripped ever so slightly from the shower.


The moment Moxie stepped out of the bathroom she was assaulted by the smell of eggs and bacon in the air. She saw Jackie at the table, setting down two plates. Moxie stepped over and saw the spread. Egg, bacon, toast, and a small bowl of strawberries each. It occurred to her this was the best-looking meal she'd had all week.


"Sit, sit! Enjoy yourself, no hooks attached." Jackie offered, noticing some slight hesitation in Moxie's eyes. Moxie nodded and sat down, taking a tentative bite and just luxuriating in the taste. It wasn't anything incredible, but it beat cheap fast food and vending machine junk.


"Thank you so much, this is really very good." Moxie smiled at her host and continued to dig into the breakfast.


"Heh, I'm glad you like it! Nothing special. Feel free to help yourself to the kitchen if you need anything." Jackie nodded and took a few bites.


"Why are you doing this for me?" Moxie looked down at her food, pausing for a moment as she finally spat out the thought that had been echoing through her head for a bit.


"Because you need it? Right thing to do? 'Cause I've been there, needing money and a place to stay to get my way through college." Jackie raised a brow at Moxie's increasingly skeptical look.


"Right, but what do you want from me? Sex? For me to become some stripper?" Moxie huffed, but couldn't entirely slow her eating. Couldn't let the eggs go cold!


"Nah." Jackie shrugged.


"What?" Moxie blinked.


"Look, I get all the sex I could want, not to brag. I only offered working at the club because it's what I can offer, y'know? I don't care where you work, but you could clearly use a hand and I'm happy to help." Jackie grabbed a strawberry and popped it in her muzzle as she looked at Moxie.


"I . . . huh. Okay." Moxie's brow furrowed as she considered that. It was hard to trust, everyone had seemed to want to use her so far.


"I'm heading in today after breakfast. You can come with me if you like, see things backstage, and get a feel for it. Or you can stay here and help yourself to what's in the fridge till I get back. Up to you!" Jackie gave Moxie another one of those big warm smiles that made her want to trust the coyote so badly.


"I . . ." Moxie trailed off and thought about it. "Sure, what the hell. No promises though."


"Of course!" Jackie reached across the table and gave Moxie a reassuring pat on the shoulder. "I'll call Candi and make sure she gets the girls in on time, then I'll walk you there. I think you'll like the girls."


"S-sure." Moxie nodded slowly.


After breakfast, Jackie spent some time on the phone persuading Candi to help her. Then she changed into moderately more appropriate attire for going out, her usual leather jacket, small top, and denim shorts and fishnets. The pair went out together, Jackie putting a reassuring hand on Moxie's shoulder as they walked. Luckily, the club was within relatively easy walking distance from these apartments.


Moxie stared up at the neon sign of the Fox Glove and took a deep breath. Plunging into the club she was immediately surprised. It wasn't honestly that bad. It was clean, the dim lighting played well with the deep purple colors of the place, and there was a well-stocked bar and even flowers around. Jackie clapped a hand on her back and grinned reassuringly, continuing to lead her deeper into the club. They started to wander into the back rooms, past an office, and into a locker room with showers.


Immediately Moxie felt eyes on her. Ten different fox girls in various states of undress eyed her and smiled. She blushed intensely at the sudden attention and the numerous attractive girls, and one boy, all partially dressed watching her.


"Hi! I's Trixi!" One busty and at least fully clothed if scantily clad red fox shouted cheerfully as she rushed up and gave Moxie a big hug! Moxie yelped and tried to squirm away from Trixi but it only made the dimmer girl think she was giving squirmy cuddles and nuzzled into her.


"Eeep! Um . . . H-hello, I'm Moxie." She blushed and gently pat the wagging Trixi on the head.


Meanwhile, Jackie had wandered over to a fennec girl and picked up the shorter fox, and tussled her hair.


"Augh! Stahp it!" Candi protested and squirmed, her wagging tail contradicting her grumpy protests.


"You did such a good job, Candi! I'm very proud of you!" Jackie grinned and started to scritch the fennec behind those large ears, making the girl's eyes roll back as she flops into Jackie's arms and starts to nuzzle at her happily.


Moxie glanced between the various foxes and gasped as another fox rushed up to join the hug, a busty arctic bounded up and nearly knocked her and Trixi off their feet as she pulled him into a big happy wagging hug.


"New friend?" Juggs grinned and let her tongue hang out as she squeezed Trixi and Moxie against her chest. Moxie blushed bright red and squirmed between the two other foxes.


"Erm, well, that is . . . Uh . . . you're very sweet?" Moxie blushed at the two girls squeezing against her and tried to squirm again. Juggs and Trixi simply cooed and yipped in response.


"Hey, hey, come on girls, give her some space." Jackie clapped her hands and Juggs and Trixi obediently released Moxie.


"Th-thank you." Moxie nodded to Jackie.


"Don't worry about it. Sorry, I got distracted." Jackie nodded then turned to the other vixens. "Okay, girls! This is Moxie, she's just visiting for now. Want you all to be good girls for me and be on your best behavior for her."


The girls all nodded slowly, smiling goofily at Moxie. Slowly, one by one, Moxie got to meet the girls. Giving head pats and gentle hugs to each of them, watching them wag and yip happily to be meeting somebody new. Until finally Jackie had to shoo the girls to get ready for their shows.


Later Moxie found herself at the bar, sipping down drinks next to Jackie. She idly watched the stage. Debbie and Stacy were dancing together, erotically pawing at each other around a stripper pole as they did little spins and motions. Breasts jiggled, asses were put on display, and the dimwits looked truly happy putting themselves out there on display for the customers.


"Fuuuck, how can they dooo tha'?" Moxie stared at the busty girls and tipped back another cosmo.


"They enjoy it! You sure you wouldn't?"  Jackie grinned at the fox girl.


"I mean . . . I'unno, mebbe? It doesh look fun." Moxie tilted her head to the side watching the girls, wobbling a bit. She'd really been hitting the sauce!


"See? Look, you're a smart girl, not like them, I'm sure you can think of something. But, well, if you wanna have fun with us, we can make sure you're comfy while you study." Jackie placed a hand on Moxie's shoulder, and the fox girl leaned against her contentedly with her inhibitions dissolved.


"Y'know what?!" Moxie nearly shouted drunkenly at Jackie.


"What?" Jackie smiled warmly down at her.


"Yah, I'mma smart girl buh . . . Fuckit! I wanna have fun too!" Moxie pumped her arm up for emphasis!


"Great! We can get you started tomorrow! I think you're gonna have a good time!" Jackie hugged Moxie to her side and the fox girl let out a happy drunken purr.